









Thou hadft cald me all thcfe bitter names.' 

ftlu.Mar.VJhy fo 1 did, but lookc for no reply ; 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

Glo , T is done by me and ends by Margaret. f € if 

Jgu, Thus baueyeu breathed your curfe againft y 0ur 
JR Poore painted Quccne, vame flourdhof myfo- 
W hy ftrewft thou fuger on that botled fpider, (tune: 
Whofe deadly web infnareth thee about ? 

Foole.foolej thou whetft a knife to kill thy fclfe, 

T he time will come when thou fnalt wi(h for me, 

T o helpe thee curfe that poifoned bunchbackt toade. 

Haft. Falfc boading woman, end thy frantick curfe. 

Leal! to thy harme thou mooue our patience. 
j^/.CT/.Foule fhamc vpon you, you haueall mou’d mine, 
Ri. Were you wcllferu’d you would be taught your duty. 
J>*.Afa.Tofen}e me well, you all Ihould docme dutie, 
Teach me to be your Queene,and you my fubieds ; 

O ferue me well, and teach your felues that dutie. 
ZW/.Difpute not with hcr,flieis lunatique. 

Sl&M . Peace maiftcr Marquelfe,you are malapert. 
Your fire-new ftampeof honour is fcarce currant : 

O that youryoung nobilitiecould iudge. 

What t’were to loofeit and be miferable ? 

\ Tlle y that Hand high.haue many blafts to lhakc them, 

\ And if they fall they dalh themfelues to pecccs. 

Glo.G ood counfell marry, learne it,lcarne it Marque*. 
.DiV'/.it touche th you(myLord)as much as me. 
i//o.Yea,and much more,but I was borne fo high. 

Our aiery buildeth in the Caedars top, 

And dallies with the windc,and fcorncs the funne. 
Qu.Ma, And turnes the Sunne to fhade, alas, alas, 

Witnes my funne, now in theihade of death, 

Whofe bright outfliining beames,thy cloudie wrath, 

Hath in cternall darkenelfefoulded vp: 

Your aierie buildeth in our acirics neaft. 

O God that feeft it,doe not fuffer it: 

As it was won with blood,loft be it fo. 

2?#r^Haue done for fhamc, if not for charitie. 
^a.c^f.Vrge nei the? charitie norftame to me, 

Vhclifc 
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Vncharitably with me haue you dealt, 

lyfnd lhamefully by you my hopes arc butchered, 

My charitie is outrage, life my lhame, 
vtfnd in my lhame fhall liue ray forrowes rage. 

Buck. Haue done. 

o Marj.O princely Buckingham, Iwillkilfe thy hand, 
InUgne of league and amitie with thee •• 

Now faire befall thee,and thy princely houfe, 

Thy garments arc not fpotted with our blood, 

Northou within theebmpalfcof my curfe, 
r Bnck { Nornoonehere,forcurfes neuerpallc 
The lips of them that breath them in the aire. 

§u,Ma , lie not beieeue but they afeend the skic, 
e And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

0 Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Lookc when he fawnes, he bites,and when he bites, 
Hisvenome tooth willrankle thee to death, 

Haue not doe with him, beware of him : 

Sinne, death, and hell hauefet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

C/c.What doth fhe fay my Lord of Buckingham ? 

Buck- Nothing that I refped my gracious Lorth 
ftLMa. What doeft thou fcornemefor my gentle coun- 
And ioothd the diuell that I warne thee from ? ' (fell, 

0 but remember this another day. 

When he fhall fplitthy very heartwith forrow, 
sAi nd fay pooreMargaret was a ProphetelTe : 

Liuc each of you, the fubieds of his hate, 
cAnd hero you, and all of you to Gods. Exit, 

Haft, My haire doth (land on end to heare her curies, 
/bw.^ndfodoth mine,l wonder fhcesathbertie. 

Glo , I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong, and Irepent 
My part thereof that I haue done , 

Hajl . I neuer did her any to my kngwledge. 

G/#. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong. 

1 was too hot to doe fomebody good. 

That is too colde in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid. 
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